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For the. PHILANTHROPIST, 


ph, GENIUS, OF, RETRIBUTION. 
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One evening, as I wag returning, to my. habiration, I paf- 
fed through a fireet,. whofe appearance told me it, was the 
abode of the higher order. On the, eps | of. a manfion, the 
“As t 
approached, I could diftinGly hear the eldett, ‘which, ‘abpeared 
to be about four years of age, fay, *© dear mother give me fome 
bread—pray get. me fome, J am yery hungry,” 4... ; 

The poor woman was filent, byt held out her hand, and 
with an eye full of mifery, . uttered more tha n words could have _ 
exprefied. I gave what may, circumftances. y would | permit, and 
was going to afk her fome queftions, when it fuck me, why 
recall to her mind the full extent of her diftrefs; perhaps for a 
moment it may lay dormant. With this idea I left her; and 
upon entcring my own houfe, the melancholy picture was pre- 
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fent to my imagination ; and reyolving in my mind this, and 
a number of {cenes fimilar to it, with which this great city 
abounds, I exclaimed—Mighty Power, thou haft made all 
men equal, why fuffer one part of the human fj pecies to opprefs 
the other. 

Sleep inftantly clofed my eyes, and I found myfelf in a moft 
delightful pleafure ground, the beauty of which far exceeded 
any thing my imagination had ever formed. Wherever I turned 
all was one univerfal fcéne of delight; the extentjof which was 
bounded only by the horizon; ail around was gay and glad- 
fome ; the ground was painted with all ithe variety of fprifgs, 
and all the choir of nature was finging in the groves; the trees 
around were beautiful with verdure, and fragrant with bloffom; 
purling ftreams, and_clear fountains, added to the beauty of 
this enchanting region. In the midft of this paradife ftood a 
palace of exquifite workmanthip, the whole of which was a 
fcene of magnificence, that beggard defeription. As I was 
wandering through this complex of art and nature, I faw a ve- 
nerable being, with a firm and fteady countenance, approach.” 
ing to me: Follow me child, he faid, # am the Genius of Re- 
tributation: this is the abode of the. moft Mighty Sovereign 
of all the Eaft; the Monarch of an hundred and threefcore and 
ten provinces. ‘ 

Jutt ashe uttered thefe words: I edd the found of trim. 
pets, and it was proclaimed, that the Mighty Sultan had pre- 
pated a banquet to entertain the nobles of his court ; and id 
perfumes, gold, diamonds, and pearls, would be diftribut 
amongft them from his treafure ; and feven’ days the voice of 
mufic thoald chear their fouls. © I: followed the ‘foottteps of my 
guide through groves of orange and myrtle, till’ ‘coming neat 
the entrance of tle palace, he threwa belt around me—‘ Thou 
art made invifi ible, my child,” faid’ ie “*¢ obferve every thing 
around-you, none edt obfervé you.” — We now entered, where 
art and nature vied to dete feenes of delight and pleafure. We 
walked through numberlefs apartments, their roofs overlaid 
with gold, and ornamented with precious ftones. Under our 
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feet was fpread carpets of the moft curious workmanfhip; and 
the whole was illuminated with three hundred filver lamps, 
After having paffed this labyrinth of fplendour, we came to an 
apartment, which far exceeded all we had feen before. I now 
beheld the Sultan, fitting bencath a canopy of purple and gold, 
adorned with diamonds and pearls of an ineftimable value; 
tables were fpread with the moft choice delicacies, collected 
from the four quarters of theighbe. The voice of mirth was 
heard, and every thing contributed to breath délight. 1 was 
abforbed in the contemplation of the brilliant objects that furs 
rounded me; when of a fudden, a murmuring noife was 
heard, and a number of peopl: was making their way to the 
apartment of the Sultans I could diftinétly hear fome of them 
fav, let us but fee his face all will be well; he will redrefs our 
grievances as foon as they are made known tohim. The no- 
bles endeavoured to ftop them, but it was in vain. One of 
the elders of the people appeared, and bowing himfelf to the 
earth, he cryed out—“ Mighty Sovereigd, hear the voice of 
thy faithful flaves; we are oppreffed, cruelly opprefled—a de- 
ftructive war! Atthis the Sultan cafting a fierce look around 
him, faid, with a loud voice, Away with the flives, away ; let 
¥m be conveyed to dungeons, dark and horrible, that dare 
interrupt the pleafures of the Mighty Sovereign of an hundred 

d threcfeore and ten provinces. Anda number of officers 
that attended, immediately forced the venerable old man from 
his prefence, and all was again calm. The voice of mufic was 
again relumed, and finging men, and finging women, appeared 
for the entertainment of the prince and nobles; and all again 
was mirth, harmony, and pleafure. “But I could not help ob- 
ferving the countenance of fume, perhaps more thinking than 
the reft ; fear, I thonght, was ftrongly marked, notwithftanding 
the apparent joy. J was remarking thefe men, and a train of 
reflection had fucceeded in-my mind, on the inttability of fub- 
lunary greatnefs, and the flender thread on which it hung, 
when the mirthful feene was again interrupted by numbers of 
all azes and all defcriptions, that had again made their way into 
the 
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the palace. An -hoasy-hcaded fage now -appeared; but with 
more confidence and. boldnefs than the other. He bowed re- 
{fpectfully -to.the Sultan, and thus addrefled him:—-‘ Oh, 
Mighty Sovereign, we afk not to tafte of thy purple wine, nor 
to regale on the fat of thy does, gold and jewels are to us un- 


neceflary, the boon we erave is far more precious; we beg of | 


thee, our fathers, hufbands, fons, and brothers; already has 
the cruel hand of war, filled.thy once happy plains, with 


widows, orphans, and childlefs fires. Was thou but one day 


to lay afide thy diadem, and, attired likea peafant, which none 
has.an intereft to deceive, walk forth beyond the limits of thy 
court, turn where thou wilt, thou muft behold the mifcry of 
thy faithful fervants, J will tell thee, Oh, Mighty Sultan, 
what thou wilt behold—the venerable, the hoary-headed fwains, 
driving their flocks to water, they had ceafed to toil, their fons 
fupplied their places, but thy armies wanted them; they left 
their peaceful dwellings to fight—to bleed—for thee. It is 
war, Oh, Mighty Sultan—crucl and deftruCiive way—that hag 
pulled the props from thefe tottering edifices. Mark their ten- 
der ofisprings, expofed to the noontide fun, and beating rain: 
who fhall protect the lovely innoeents—who fhall inftruc&t their 
tender minds, or who fhall lead them to the paths of virtue, 
Once more (if thou canft {till bear the fight), turn thy eyes and 
behold thofe {till more wretched females—thefe were once 
happy wives—fweet content fat fmiling in their hearts; but 
now, Oh, fad reverfe, they are left to feel the moft exquifite of 
human woes, hourly fears for lives by far more precious than 
their own. When they behold the orient fun, they know not 
but before his fetting beams flall guild the Weft, their much 
loved hufbands blood may fiain the blufhing earth. Oh, dread- 
ful thought!—the endearing paft—the melancholy prefent— 
and the much-dreaded future , all,compire to tear the mangled 
kofom. Help, Oh, Mighty.Sultan, ere it is too late.” 


The Sultan’s countenance now became terrible, and he cried, 


“ away with the factious crew ; dare they to talk of oppreffien ; 
dare they to talk of grievances, through all my vaft,domain ! 
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There is.no fuch.a thing to be found ; let the flaves behold the 
light of day no more ;”—and immediately they all difappeared, 
and the voice of gladnefs once more entered, and all feemed 
cager to enjoy the prefent. But I perceived thofe nobles, in 
whom I had before obferved a change, had now departed from 
the banquet ; but it appeared not to have any affect on thofe 
that remained;, and for three days all was.mirth, and the 
higheft feftivity. - But on the evening of the fourth, in the 
midt of the moft heartfelt happinefs, a dreadfnl noife wag 
heard, like the rufhing of many waters. I looked out, and be- 
hold the atmofphere became illuminated ; and great armies was 
pouring from all parts, like a torrent, on the palace. “And [ 
heard a dreadful voice cry out—the day, the great, the terrible 
day of retribution is at hand. . All was now one univerfal 
f{cene of diforder, tumult, and deftru€tion. Some threw them- 
{elves from the windows, fome ran to hide themfelves in the 
vaults of the palace, where they were foon difcovered, and 
immolated to the vengeance of an injured people. The Sultan 
had fell from his feat of ftate, and exclaimed aloud—State 
your grievances, my people; all fhall be redreffed ; I am now 
at leifure to attend ;—but it was too Jate—a long fucceffion 
of oppreffion had made the people defperate, and they were 
determined to redrefs themfelves. There now ftood over 
the prince a mighty man, and in his right hand he held a fword, 
and with a ftrong voice he cried—receive the reward of thy 
unjuft government—and_ inftantly” a moft magnificient object 
appeared, with a benign countenance, beautiful as the morn- 
ing (it was the Genius of Benevolence ), and with a loud, but 
fweet voice, he faid, remember mercy—in the midf of victory, 
remember mercy. 1 now turned to my guide, and was going 
to exprefs my aftonifhment at’what J had feen ; but he had af- 
fumed an afpect, that terrified me exceedingly, and I awake. 
After having reflected for fome time on my very extraordinary 
dream, and every part being deeply 1 impre ton my memory, I 
fat down to write it,, and as the town jias of late evinced a par- 
tiality-for vifiorts, perhaps mine may not be unacceptable. 
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To the Epiror of the PHILANTHROPIST. 
Cirizen Epiror, 

By giving a place to the following Anecdote of Cuurcuitt, 
in your valuable Mifcellany, the firft opportunity, will much 
oblige, yours, &c. 

M. J. 


ANECDOTE OF CHURCHILL. 
A LADY, a relation of this celebrated poet and fatyrift, 


who refided in a diftant country, came one fummer to vifit him 
in London. Churchill conducted her to Weftminfter abbey» 
in order to fhew her the monuments in that venerable ftructure ; 
and thence led her into the Houfe of Commons. ‘ This,” 
faid he, ‘ is Saint Stephens Chapel.” « A Chapel!” an- 
fwered the Lady; “ itis by no means like a Chapel.”—Not 
abfolutely like one,” returned the poet, ‘* but as much like one 
as the temple of Jerufalem was in the time of our Saviour.” 
—« Ah!” faid the, ** was that temple built like this ?”—* No, 
no,” replied Churchill, ‘ the refemblance is not in the 
ftructure, but in the fervice performed here; for this chapel, 
like the teinple of the Jews, is not fo much a houfe of prayer, 
asa market, a change, where people buy, fell, and difcount.” 
‘© Ah!” refumed the lady, ‘* what do they buy, what do they 
fellhere?” « They buy,” faid Churchill, ‘* places and pen- 
fions ; and they fell their confcience and their country.” 





EULOGY ON EARL STANHOPE. 


Are there who fteadfaft to their truft, 
Stem ftrong Corruption’s {welling flood, 
Love to be obftinately juft ; 

Or dare be fingularly good? 

Yes, STANHOPE, fuch there are, and fuch thou.art ! 

O be it told in records wrote by Fame, pith virtuous pride, 
‘That in a bafe degenerate age, 

He mock’d OPPRESSION’S SOUL¢STUNG ‘Rage 

And in defence of Frespom Death defied. ~ 
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THE. POLL-TAX., 

A NEw Sone. 
Tune 





“OQ, Dear, what can the matter be.” 


Ho, ho, young and old, men and maids, 

Fops, crops, loungers and dathing blades, 

Prudes, wives, widows and hackney jades, 
Wearers of Powder draw near; 

To mimick your defters, what proof of infanity ! 

Tax'd you now are for your folly and vanity ; 

Never complain—'tis laid on with humanity ; 
Only a GUINEA a year! 


Grudge not then this mere Jagatelle ; 
Let not paffion your bofom {well ; 
No, no, only confider well 
What its advantages aret 
A well powder’d noddle, though empty's refpectable ; 
Red and grey hairs it makes quite imperceptible ; 
Scented pomatum too makes it deleétable ; 
What can with Powder compare? 
Young men Powder'd, look neat and clean ; 
Old maids are to advantage feen; | 
Wives too, be they fat or lean, 
Powder’d \ook cleanly and fair : 
To fet forth its benefits yet in a ftronger view; 
Bald pates, when Powder'd, old age will no longer thew; 
Toothlefs old widows look twenty years younger tov, 
Seen in their well Powder’d hair. 
Once more—bear it with pleafure pray, 
This, this, rolls your reproach away ; 
Though Swine call’d by a penfion’d Jay, 
Swine you'll no longer ‘appear : 
For pay but this Port-Tax—etefted by ninny WHIGS 
Stqn10R Pirracuro while his fleeve in he fnigs, 
Turns you that moment from swine into GuINEA-Pics! 
Laugh if you cannot forbear. 
Come, 
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Come, come, no longer hefitate ; 

Pay, pay, cach fora Powder'd pate ; 

Then, then, rank’d with the rich and great, 
Who to moleft you will dare? 

No longer akin to the’ yrunting minority, — 

John may. with matter, and miftrefs with Dorothy, 

‘Taunt at 1NFORMERS, and /queak with authority, 
“ Lrcenc'’p; Hair Powder to wear’. 








LINES.——Written by a Private, at Spithead, 


Sinc heaven’ly mufe, the lovely fpoufe of Wales, 
Rejoice ye fons of earth, in fea you whales; ' 

Her German Highnefs’s 4 charming pretty: wench, 
The daughter of great Brunfwick who beat the French 3 
©! praife th’ illutrous pair, it is your duty 5 4 

He for his piety, the for her beauty, 

So beautiful, the Parfon.took his flight, 

And left the pulpit, bidding God good night 5 
The clerk and congregation fir’d with zeal, 

Rufh'd forth to hail this prop of Britain's -weal ; 
Thus fhewing to the augutt family, 

The ftrongeft marks of love and loyalty, 

Which proves this prous race was really giv’n 

To rule the nation by the will of heav'n, | -. 

Or pricft and people ne'er would have forfook 

God’ s houfe and fervice for a fingle look, 

Had not a facred whifper from above 

Infpir'd their fouls with awe, and bid them move. 
When firft this heaven-born maid, fo — trod, 
In modeft condefcenfion, Britains fod, 

Nought could retain this holy man of God: 

Tho’ in the midft an heart-affe@ting fermon, 

He flew God's houfe, to view the lovely German; 
Fill'd with more reverence for the land’s creation, 


Than for the awful digs of of bjs fition, 


NAUTICUS, 





